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Anonymous
The Revival
I went to the local Catholic church, "Our Lady of the
Indecisive Disciple," after a long absence from church going.
I'm not really too sure why I stopped going to church, but it
probably has something to do with sheer laziness. I've also
been very disillusioned about many things in life, and religion is
a prime example.
I'm not sure why I came back to church either, except
maybe for curiosity. I heard that "Our Lady" was doing some
pretty radical things and had quite a few of the more conservative Catholics in an uproar. It doesn't take much to get a
Catholic in an uproar. For Catholics, religion is a one hour a
week experience and having this interrupted is pretty scary. If
mass is over an hour long or something is different from the
usual, people go crazy. If people stay longer than an hour they
may have to think about what you're actually doing-whoa,
what a concept. I even heard a rumor about some very
conservative people who were so upset that they tried to phone
the pope about the problems.
I really didn't know why every one was so upset. So what
if the church didn't recite the "Apostles Creed"; it's just a bunch
of words? "Our Lady" also had the liturgical dances, gospel
singers, and (gasp) lay people saying the sermon. Ya, pretty
radical stuff.
I walked over to church because it was an exceptionally
beautiful day-the sun was shining; birds were chirping.
I
thought that the walk would put me in the right frame of mind for
church-it didn't.. Several times I hesitated and was about to
turn back. I kept saying to myself, This is a real waste of my
time. But in the end my curiosity (or guilt) won out. I had some
compulsion that drove me on towards that church.
I entered the church by a side door so that no one I knew
would see me. Then I sat right in the middle of the church
because I just wanted to fade into the crowd. I was desperately
hoping that no one would say anything to me. I just wanted to
get this over with and go home, and I definitely did not want to
deal with any over zealous fanatics.
I was pretty early so I just sat there as inconspicuously as
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I possibly could and watched the people come into the church
(a person could watch every one come in because "Our Lady"
is shaped like a semi circle. If positioned right, a person can see
everything that happens in the church). I was certainly not
praying or contemplating my immortal soul.
Then I noticed this small man coming into the church. I say
small because he was only about five foot tall. He was dressed
in black pants, shoes, and socks, with a bright red, button down,
long sleeve dress shirt that looked like it would bum to the touch.
His skin was as pale as a belly of a fish that sat in the sun all day
and just as wrinkled, and he wore small, gold, metal frame
glasses, and his neatly combed hair was as white as freshly
fallen snow. He looked like a normal old man, but there was
something about him-some
power presence which forced me
to watch him all the way into the church. My eyes followed him
into church as he took his seat at the front of the church in the
middle pew.
As the people filed into the church, no one sat around the old
man. It was like he created some sort of vacuum around himself
that no other people could enter.
I waited for the mass to start, expecting the old man to do
something out of the ordinary, but he did nothing strange. He
only sat there and stared straight ahead.
Well, finally one of the lectors came up to the podium and
introduced himself, "Good morning and welcome to 'Our Lady
of the Indecisive Disciple.' One of our traditions is to have
everyone turn to your neighbors and greet each other." Reluctantly, I greeted a few people and luckily there was no one
around me that I knew. Next, after the greeting time was over,
the lector said, "And another tradition we have at 'Our Lady' is
to find out if there are any visitors with us. If anyone is visiting,
would you please stand." The only one to stand was the strange
little man. The lector asked, "And what is your name, sir?"
"My name is George," the little man said very calmly.
"Well, George, where do you come from?"
"I have come back from the dead to serve as a warning to
all you people."
There was a loud murmur through out the church which the
lector broke by saying, "Oh-ah-well-<>ur
opening song is
number 25 in the hymnal, 'Praise the Day.' Would you all rise
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and join in."
Every one sang at a low disheartened tone. I could not help
thinking that the old man was a plant in the church-planted
to
give emphasis to the priest's, Father Joe's, sermon.
Everything was going pretty normal until after the opening
prayer. There was a baby who was to be baptized, and Father
Joe asked the parents and godparents to bring the baby
forward for the baptism. I thought, Great, now this is going to
take longer than usual. But after the family had made their way
up to the front of the church, George, the strange little man,
stood up and said, "Father, I would like to speak to your
congregation."
Father Joe was a pretty liberal priest, but anyone could tell
that it was a tough decision for him. Finally, he said, "Yes, you
may speak."
George stepped up to the podium and began, "You are all
here witnessing a baptism-a sacrament which is supposed to
save a person's soul. Save the soul from what, for what?
Saving for a life time of misery and suffering only to die in pain
and be unsure of the condition of the soul. You people act like
baptism is some sort of guarantee for eternal life . But I know the
truth. A person has to live a good life before baptism can do any
good at all."
I was getting pretty upset. I didn't come to church to have
some crazy old man preach to me about heaven and hell. I was
giving serious thought to just getting up and leaving. George
kept right on talking, "Do all of you feel so confident that the
church and all these sacraments will actually save you from a
life time of misery."
Father Joe answered, "God put us here; he gave us all a
free will. No one said that life was gOing to be easy. Every one
has to work their hardest to achieve their heavenly reward."
"What about Mrs. Jonas, who prated and prayed for her
husband to stop drinking? He died under the influence of
alcohol. But that is not the worst part. He also killed a young
mother with her child. All Mrs. Jonas' prayers did nothing.
Where was your God during all of this. Do you think that Mr.
Jonas is sharing in the heavenly rewardf'
"Every one has an opportunity to achieve heaven, and it is
not our place to judge the actions of others, " Father Joe
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answered.
Meanwhile George just kept right on talking, "How can this
innocent babe live a good life with all you hypocrites living
around him. A child needs a good example among you people.
He will end up rotting in the eternal fires just like the rest of you
so called righteous people."
Many people were murmuring, but it didn't stop George.
'Take for instance the parents of this babe. The mother of this
child tried to prevent his birth by using birth control. How would
this child feel if he learned that he was a mistake? And the father
has been having an extramarital affair with Miss Watson, one of
your communion ministers. And the godparents are just as bad
as the parents. The godmother has had an abortion because
she became pregnant after an extramarital affair. The godfather
has been having a homosexual affair with your piOUSFather Joe
here."
After George said that there was a strong uproar in the
church, but he just kept going on accusing each person that he
saw in the church and all of a sudden some men rushed to the
front of the church andgrabbed George. They carried him out
kicking and screaming, "Sinners you will all be sorry! Heed my
words: repent now or burn in the eternal fires of hell." Icould hear
George screaming as he was carried out the door.
The mass was broken up, and all the disillusioned people
filed out of the church. I thought that the whole thing was a pretty
stupid attention getter, but I felt sorry for that poor old man. He
had to go through a lot of crap just for "Our Lady" 's radical style.
I could not help wondering what George would have accused
me of.
I didn't wonder too long about my worst sin, and I started out
of the church. I looked down and saw a small pair of gold, metal
frame glasses. The glasses must be George's so I picked them
up to give to Father Joe, but I had a strange compulsion to put
the glasses on. Looking through the lens all the people looked
like they were very dirty, almost black.

SINNERS
It was incredible-I
felt an incredible rush flow through my
entire body, and I was totally out of breath. I staggered forward
and braced myseH against the nearest wall. I couldn't believe
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or understand what was happening to me. It would be hard for
me to do any real justice to the experience that I was havingit was better than any drug induced experience. Everything was
so vivid, and all the people looked so weird. It was as if I could
see the sins they had committed. Oh, I couldn't tell what they
had exactly done, but I could see varying degrees of black on
different people. All of the people had some black on them. It
was like those science fiction movies that try to show what a
black hole would look like-blacker than the black of the rest of
the empty space around. And these people size black holes
seemed to draw all the light into them.
I was in such a bad state, staggering and sweating, that I
took off the glasses to wipe off my face. As soon as I took off
the glasses the effect disappeared-everything
was back to
normal. God, this is so weird, I thought. As I stood there against
the wall trying to catch my breath,l decided to experiment. I put
the glasses back on, and I got the same effect. Man, this is just
to weird. I have to get out of here.
I took off the glasses and thought about just throwing them
on the floor of the church. But I decided to try to find the owner
first. So I walked outside, and there was George across the
street from the church on the street corner.
I walked over to George and said, "Here you go. I think
these belong to you."
As I handed the glasses to George, he said, "No, they
don't."
"But didn't they fall off of your face?"
"Yes, but they're not mine anymore."
"What are you talking about?"
"You put the glasses on didn't you?"
"Ya, why?"
"I can see the change has come over you already."
"What?"
''The glasses have opened your eyes."
Wooo, we are now entering the Twilight Zone.
"You probably think that all of this is very weird. Well, so did
I when I was chosen. You probably had the same experience
as I did. I am getting to old for the mission so a younger person
had to be chosen."
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"Chosen?"
"Yes, you have been chosen to root out the evil in the world."
"But in the church back there you were saying that church
and religion will not help a person. What is the sense of rooting
out evil if there is no good?"
"I couldn't really tell you what I said in there. But just
because I was condemning the church doesn't mean that there
isn't good in the world."
"You said that you have come back from the dead?"
"Do I look dead to you? I am trying to tell you that when you
have been chosen your life is not your own. You become an
instrument for the mission. Your voice and actions will not be
your own. You will not even be aware of what you do or say.
''This is stupid-I'm
getting out of here. Here are your
glasses."
"I've told you they're yours now. You have a mission."
"I have a life."
"Not any more you don't."
"You're a crazy old man. I'm out of here," I said as I walked
away from George.
I could hear George talking as I walked away, "You cannot
hide from your mission. You have been chosen."
As I walked quickly out of ear shot of George, I walked past
this yard full of little trees and all kinds of under growth. I looked
around, to see if anyone was looking, and not seeing anyone, I
whipped the glasses as far as I could into the yard.
When I arrived back home it was a little after lunch, but I
wasn't hungry; I was very tired. Basically my whole day had
been ruined, so I decided to just go to sleep.
When I woke up from my nap, it was dark out already. Man,
I must have crashed hard. I was very cold when I woke up, and
I was fully dressed. Huh, I must have been sleep walking. I
stumbled across the room and flipped on the light. Oh my God,
I don't believe it! As I looked around the room there were the
glasses on the nightstand by my bed, and then ran out to my car
to get some tools.
When I came back in I placed the glasses down on the floor
and smashed them into as many pieces as I could. I took some
big wire cutter and cut the frames apart. Then I pushed all of the
pieces into an envelope and then into a box which I taped-up.
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After that I sat and waited, never taking my eyes off the box.
When the garbage man came, I ran out and threw the box into
the back of the truck. I stood there until I saw the garbage
crushed inside. I breathed a sigh of relief as the truck Dulled
away, and I went back inside and went to sleep.
"Everything was going fine for a few days until I had a doctor
appointment. My doctor told me that I might need glasses, so
I went to get my eyes checked. I found out that I really did need
glasses, so I went to the local "Eye Glass Emporium" with my
prescription. The nice woman sized up my face and asked me
if I wanted to try on some frames. I told her yes. She told me
to browse while she looked for some newer styles. So after a
minute in the back room she came out smiling, "Here is a new
pair that we just got in. I think that they would look very nice on
you.
"She placed these small, gold, metal framed glasses on the
table in front of me. I looked at them closer, and I couldn't
believe it-the glasses looked exactly like George's. They had
the same glass and everything.
"Well, I completely freaked-out. I stood up screaming and
threw the table over on the sales person. I ran out to my car and
took off.
"The police caught me for reckless driving. I guess that I
was pretty hysterical. So they took me right here to the country
home. And that's what happened. So what's the verdict, Doc?"
The small doctor in the clean, white lab coat looked at me
and smiled, "It just seems to be a IiUleparanoia. Nothing a little
counseling cannot clear up."
He looked at me and smiled again as he pulled small, gold,
metal-framed glasses out of his lab coat and wiped them off with
his handkerchief. I looked at them closely.
NO, NO, MAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!
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